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Not Here! Not Now! 


Author's Notes: 
One of those crazy late night ideas. The culprit knows who they arel ;) Hope they enjoy this! 


Winter had hit Minnesota hard. Several feet of snow already lay on the ground, with more promised overnight. 
Icicles hung from the roof of the house, threatening to crack and fall with the gentle breeze. Night had fallen, 
the fleeting moonlight twinkling across the snow. 


Despite the freezing wasteland of the exterior, the house was warm and snug. Too warm and snug for Dave. 
Banished to the upstairs while David's parents had guests, he lay on the single bed of David's room, staring at 
the ceiling and quietly humming along with the radio. He could feel his eyes growing heavy, the warmth flooding 
through him. He wanted to sleep, to drift away and relax. Wanted to dream dreams of playing gold records and 
stadiums. Yawning, he stretched his arms over his head before tucking them beneath the pillow. 


From the lounge below, he could hear the soft murmur of voices. It was a church meeting or Bible study, 
something he wasn't interested in Mrs E had, in the nicest possible way, asked them to make themselves 


scarce for a few hours. Even if there had been something to do in Jackson, there was no way he was going 


out. Too cold. 


Which was how he'd come to be dozing on David's bed and inhaling the faint scent of his farmy boyfriend. 
Yeah, they built them well in Minnesota. All meat and potatoes and manual labour. While the sun was up, he'd 
watched David shovel snow and hump feed around, skin lightly dotted with sweat despite the cold. It was 
enough to make him hard. Mind you, most things made him hard. Except for being trapped beneath the 
Ellefson's roof for two solid weeks. That gave him a severe case of limp dick and blue balls. 


"We need a break! Itll be good," David had chirruped. "Come and get some fresh air." 


And so he'd agreed, momentarily forgetting the three most important things in his life: Booze, drugs, and 
banging David. None of which were allowed beneath Gordon and Francis's roof. 


They'd managed to pick up a few drugs while in Minneapolis, but it was nowhere near enough to last them. 
Slowly he felt himself drift deeper, the wooly warmth of sleep finally catching him. Behind his eyes, he watched 
the movie of his future life play out. Sell out concerts; number one albums; adoring fans. It was what he 


wanted, what he desire and the thoughts were enough to make his skin crawl with excitement. 


Something else crawled across his wrist and he woke with a start. David knelt beside the bed, a groan on his 


face, and a tray in his hands. He held it up. "Got us cookies and milk" 

Yeah, great. He'd have preferred beer and pizza but it would do. Sighing, he sat up and reached for a glass. 
Putting the tray on the floor, David leaned against the bed. "Looked like you were sleeping there." 

"Yeah." His voice sounded hoarse and gravelly. "Was feeling tired." 

David chuckled and sipped from his own glass. "Yeah, it's all that work you've been doing.’ 

Sarcasm. Ouch. Leaning against the wall, Dave sighed and stared at the poster on the opposite wall. It showed 
KISS in full flow, a throw back to David's childhood days. The room had obviously never changed since David 
had left, his parents leaving it just the way it was. A few posters hung on the walls. Against one wall was a 
desk, a lamp sitting in one corner. Shelves lined another, a few books and records left on them. And then there 


was his narrow, single bed tucked beside the window, its blankets and comforter always perfectly turned down, 


Reaching for the cookies, he took a bite, crumbs tumbling down his front. He had to hand it to David's mom; 
she really was a good cook. Washing it down with a gulp of milk, he asked, "So, what do you wanna do?" 


David shrugged, waves of golden hair sliding over his shoulders. He was perfect, from the wide, innocent-looking 
eyes, to the devious devil which liked to take over. Dave wondered if his parents truly knew what he was like, 


if they knew the intelligence which rolled through their son's mind. 


"Don't know. We could just chill out here. Maybe take a walk tomorrow. We'll see." He looked up to Dave and 
flashed one of his famous smiles. "What about you?" 


Go home. 

No, he couldn't think that. Spending time, no matter how little, with David, was something he enjoyed. He adored 
the younger man's company. Many thought they were mismatched but, true to form, he refused to listen. No 
matter what anyone said, he adored David. 

"Dunno," he finally replied. 

"| could go and get the Scrabble board" 

"Meh." 


"Or we could play strip poker." 


Dave choked, milk running from his nose and mouth, eyes bugging. Wiping his mouth, he looked at David, taking 
in the wide grin and sparkling eyes. 


"What?" David purred. "You don't wanna get naked in front of me?" 
Managing to regain his composure, Dave gave a final cough. "Not here." 


David pouted and peered up at him from beneath his bangs. "Why not? We're in the warm. You're not gonna 
get cold" 


Sighing, he nodded towards the bedroom floor. "And if your parents decide to walk in on us?" 
"And thats stopped you before?" The pout remained in place. 


It hadn't, but then it hadn't been David he'd been screwing. He'd fucked other people while their folks had been 
eating or watching TV, hand shoved in his mouth as he'd shot his load. But it was different with David, 
something almost sacred. Something he didn't particularly want to share with his parents. Sure, they'd probably 
tell them one day. But his idea of telling them wasn't Gordon and Francis walking in while they were doing the 


nasty. 


Putting down his glass, David knelt up and swept a hand through Dave's hair. Lips found the corner of his 
mouth, giving it tiny, butterfly kisses. 


"Come on, Dave. Get naked with me." 


Pressing a hand to David's shoulder, he gently pushed him away. "Not here, Junior. Not now. Wait till your folks 


go to church on Sunday." 


David whined, eyes widening and filling with a look Dave knew he wouldn't be able to resist. "Do you not love me 


anymore?" 
"Yeah, | love you, you know | do. | just don't wanna do, you know, with your parents around" 


Chuckling, David got to his feet. Dave watched as he moved to the bed, knees landing beside his thighs, and 


David's welcome weight coming to rest in his lap. 

"Come on" David's voice was soft. "If we're quiet, they'll never know." 

Dave shook his head. "No, not tonight, Junior.” 

"You've never been shy about fucking me in odd places." David winked. "Remember the time in that alley?" 


Letting out a sigh, Dave sank against the wall. He remembered it all too well, the memory, and David's heavy 
warmth, making his cock hard. It had been a balmy LA night and the streets had been teeming with people. 
Amped up on drugs and booze, they hadn't been able to keep their hands off one another. There'd been sloppy 
kisses and roaming fingers and, finally, Dave had dragged David into the darkened alley, pushed him against the 
wall and fucked him senseless. How their screaming hadn't gotten anyone's attention, he'd never know. It 
probably had, the pedestrians probably choosing to ignore it. Welcome to LA! You never know what you might 


seel 
David's voice floated to him. "Fuck me, Dave. Fuck me hard." 


The weight shifted and he opened his eyes just in time to see David strip off his t-shirt. Lean, sun kissed skin 
stretched before him as David arched his back. He rotated his shoulders and let out a low purr before he 
returned his attention to Dave. That look, the one which said /m not giving up until | get what I want, was 
plastered on David's face. Already he could see his boyfriend's erection outlined in his tight jeans. 


Hands slid along his jaw and into his hair, clasping the back of his head and drawing him in for a kiss. 
Instinctively, he brought up his hands and wrapped them around David's slender waist, his fingers slowly 
crawling up over his boyfriend's ribs. David moaned against his mouth, lips parting, his tongue sweeping against 


his own mouth and inviting him to open up and surrender. And he did, letting himself fall in to the heated kiss. 


David's hands tugged at the hem of his shirt before dipping beneath it, desperate to feel flesh. Pulling away, he 
allowed David to pull the shirt over his head. It was tossed to one side and a look of greed fell over his 
boyfriend's face, his chest rising and falling with deep, laboured breaths. He looked as though he hadn't been 


fed in a month even though it had been less than a week since they'd last had sex. 


David slid closer, the denim clad line of his cock pressed against Dave's stomach. His mouth, soft and wet, 


pressed kisses to his shoulder before moving across his collarbone and down his chest, his tongue pressing flat 


against his nipples. Leaning against the wall, he watched, a red veil of excitement swirling through him. What 
they were doing felt so wrong yet it didn't stop him from wanting to follow through. Hell, he'd follow David in 


to Hell if it meant one more chance of seeing him naked. 


Curling by his feet, David glanced up at him, lips curled into a familiar sneer. Yeah, he'd seen that look, 
normally in the eyes of whoever he was fucking. Now it had become David's trademark look for whenever he 
was about to get his own way. Which, if history were right, would be any moment now. Everyone looked at 
David and saw an innocent kid from the sticks. They saw his big eyes, happy smile, and eager-to-please 
attitude and thought he was just Dave Mustaine's dumb sidekick Dave could have laughed; David was anything 
but. Fun, devious, and horny as hell, nothing could have been further from the truth. Sure, he hid it well, but 
that was half of the fun. 


His zipper was undone and warm fingers pulled his aching cock free. Hair spilled over his thighs as David 
wrapped his lips around him, Dave giving a low groan. He balled his hands into the blankets, trying to suppress 
the noises he wanted to make. Didn't want any attention. 


Damn, David was good when it came to sucking cock, tongue twisting and teasing, finding every sensitive spot 
before he closed his throat around him. He could remember the first David had knelt on the floor, face 
innocent, yet filled with hunger and longing, mouth stretched around him. It was almost enough to make him 
come and, with a low moan, he tugged on his boyfriend's thick, golden hair. 

Licking his lips, David pulled away, and slipped from the bed, floorboards creaking beneath his feet. Pushing the 
hair from his face, Dave watched as tight black jeans were slowly peeled from long, strong legs. Pooling at his 
feet, David gave him a smile before kicking them away. He walked around the room unabashed, reveling in his 
nudity. Kneeling beside his luggage, David rifled through it, eventually finding what he was looking for and 
returning to the bed, the lube clasped in one hand. 

Dave looked between it and David. "You're serious, aren't you?" 

David's smile transformed in to a grin. "Deadly serious." 

Sighing, he shook his head. "Knew you'd say that." 

"Why?" Warm, chocolate scented, breath touched his cheek. 

"cause you always do. Nothin’ stops you when you're horny, does it?" 


Teeth nipped at his throat before David tugged on his earlobe. "Nope." 


And then he was gone, the weight sliding down his legs. The cap of the lube was popped and the cool gel was 
coated along his cock, making him squirm. Gritting his teeth, he reached for David, wanting him close and feel 


him tremble as he was fucked. 


And David didn't disappoint, hands resting on Dave's shoulders as he pressed himself down onto his boyfriend's 
cock. For a moment, they were silent, listening to the quiet mumblings which came from below. Dave could just 
make out whispered prayers and amens. It was far more peaceful and nothing like what he had been brought 
up with. Still, he didn't want the good Christian people of Jackson to know that he was screwing the Ellefson's 
supposedly goody-goody boy. 


Wrapping his arms around David, he pulled the smaller man close, resting his head on his shoulder. "Quiet, 


okay?" 

"Scared of being caught?" David kissed the side of his head, nose nuzzling his sunset orange hair. 

"No. Just don't wanna give anyone a shock. Don't think your parents are ready to know you have a boyfriend" 
David's laugh was soft. "Yeah, dont you worry.” 


Hands wound around his neck, fingers tangling in his hair, and David moved, slowly rising and falling on his knees, 
softly sighing. Lips found his, kissing him once before disappearing. Opening his eyes, Dave watched, the 
sensation of David riding him thrilling him. His boyfriend's cock twitched and bounced with every tiny 
movement, his face tinged pink. Drawing his knees up behind David, he cradled the bass player in his lap, driving 
his cock deeper into him. David groaned, tugging on his hair and demanding another kiss. As always, he got what 
he wanted, their mouths wet and bruised. They moved quicker as the lust rose, the bed creaking quietly 
beneath them. Stopping, he looked at David, the shock reflected in hazel eyes. 


"Quiet," he murmured. 


David just smiled and kissed him, tongue sweeping over his lips before pushing between them. He picked up the 
pace, rising and falling, impaling himself on Dave's cock. The tiny noises he made told a story which Dave loved 
to hear, a story of love, of appreciation, of | can't get enough of you, even when you're in your worst mood. It 
was what made David so perfect to him. He was someone who cared but, at the same time, didn't care. Dave 
could throw everything at him, being the crazy badass motherfucker people said he was, and David would let 
him get on with it. Once the storm had calmed, he would run a hand over Dave's head and let him know that 
all was well. But it wasn't beyond his boyfriend to slug him. It had happened only once and it was at that 
moment that Dave learned a valuable lesson, don't fuck with David Ellefson. Do it, and learn to like having a 
broken nose. Over and again, David had proved himself, had shown him that not only did he love Dave, but he 
also refused to take the bullshit. Ranting and raving; yes. But fuck with his mind or his heart and it was game 


over. 


David squirmed in his lap, body arching, head thrown back. His eyes were closed and he panted softly, nails 
raking along his thighs before attacking Dave's stomach. They dug into his flesh, balling it, and leaving angry 
marks in their wake before they slid to his cock. Placing his hands flat against David's back, he felt the 
pleasure grow, swirling through him. It settled at the base of his cock, a ball of white hot excitement. They 
were defying the rules, twisting and breaking them, and it felt good. 


Footsteps creaked around the house, voices calling goodbyes to one another. Somewhere, a door slammed shut, 
and the footsteps returned, climbing the stairs. 


Dave felt his head swim, the sounds of the house only amplifying what he was feeling. The creaking of the bed 
grew louder, their own panting growing with it. The footsteps echoed along the hallway, getting ever closer. 


Bracing himself against the bed, he thrust upwards, burying himself deep into David's plush, tight ass. His 
muscles burned, but he didn't care, the buzz he was chasing getting ever closer. As his orgasm tore through 
him, he clamped a hand over David's mouth and sank his teeth into his boyfriend's shoulder, muffling his cries. 
Hot seed splattered their skin, David tightening in his grasp, groaning against his hand. The rode out the 
pleasure together, bodies trembling. 


The footsteps stopped and a voice muttered something before they made their way back along the hallway. 
Taking a deep breath, Dave slumped against the wall. 


As they relaxed, David pulled away and licked his fingers clean, smirking as he did. "Yummy, | taste good" He 
licked Dave's lips, living traces of himself behind. "Not as good as you." 


"Happy now?" 

David's smirk widened. "OF course. But | want to do that again" 

Dave felt himself raise an eyebrow. "Now?" 

He shook his head, sandy hair falling in front of his eyes. "No. When they're in bed" 


Flicking his eyes to the wall, Dave felt himself smirk. A thin wall was the only divide between the two rooms. 
Wriggling David closer, he gave him a hungry kiss. "You're a kinky bitch, you know that?" 


Snickering, David nipped at his lips. "You love it" 
And he did. Loved every crazy idea the supposedly sweet Minnesota boy came up with. 
"So." He cocked his head, lip curling back into his sneer. "Same place?" 


Teeth grazed the tip of his nose, David purring. He took that as a yes. 


